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Chats With the Editor 





The Man Who Ate 
Grasshoppers—3 


We stopped last week right after 
David Livingstone had forgotten the ser- 
mon he was about to preach. It seemed 
as if he could never be a missionary, for 
surely a missionary must be able to preach, 
and he couldn’t. Then I said that one 
reason why he was so successful finally 
was that he ate grasshoppers. Today I shall 
show you why. 

We have been talking about how to 
choose your lifework. First, I said it was 
good to choose something you would en- 
joy doing. And then I said it pays to wait 
until you know more about the jobs that 
need to be done before you decide. 

Now comes the most important part— 
and this is where the grasshoppers fit in. 
Before deciding on your lifework, ask your- 
self, “What are the talents God has given 
me? What is the work He has fitted me 
for?” 

Maybe you have seen a woman who has 
set her heart on singing solos. She can’t 
possibly sing. She can’t tell one tune from 
another. Yet she is determined to sing. Poor 
soul. Everybody laughs at her, and she ac- 
complishes nothing with her life. She has 
no talent for singing, and God never in- 
tended that she should be a singer. Yet we 
know for sure that she has some other 
talent, for God has given everybody at 
least one. This woman could have been a 
wonderful dressmaker, and if she would 
join the Dorcas Society she might soon 
find the whole church praising her for her 
outstanding contribution to other people’s 
happiness. 

This was the very wise thing David 
Livingstone did. When he realized that he 
did not have a talent for preaching, he 
decided to serve God some other way. 

Soon after he reached the mission field 
of South Africa he learned that there was 
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a great need for someone to travel through 
the middle of the country and discover 
places where mission stations could be 
established. It would require someone with 
good health and strong legs, capable of 
walking thousands of miles; someone who 
was interested in nature and could tell 
where new missionaries would be able to 
establish farms. And the need called for 
someone with a stomach good enough to 
eat whatever food might be available wher 
he traveled. 

As Livingstone thought about it, he saw 
that he had exactly those talents. He was 
a champion walker. Before leaving England 
he had walked more than sixty miles in 
one day. 

He had always been interested in nature. 
As a boy he had loved to roam the hills 
of Scotland, gathering rocks and flowers. 

And as for that good stomach, he knew 
he could eat the food the Africans ate. Once, 
when they were eating roasted grasshop- 
pers, he sat down with them and ate roasted 
grasshoppers too and felt fine afterward. 
(That’s where the grasshoppers fit into this 
discussion. ) 

Knowing that he had these talents led 
Livingstone to make up his mind about his 
lifework. He did not waste his life trying 
to be a great preacher, but spent his life 
wisely doing the work God had fitted him 
for. And that is why he was a success. Your 
life will be successful too, if you use the 
same wisdom. Try to find out what your 
talents are, then use them for God’s glory. 

Read all the good books you can. From 
the time Livingstone was ten years old he 
read while he worked in the cotton mill. 
Get all the education you can. Livingstone 
took both the ministerial and medical 
courses in college. And dedicate yourself 
fully to God. He is the one who gave you 
your talents, and He is the one who can 
help you make the most of them. 

As the years go by, the way will open up 
before you, and you will have no doubt 
about what you should do. 

May you all be happy in the lifewor 
you choose and accomplish the great things 
God has in mind for you. 


Your friend, 


ae Ware 
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Ella ran for the nearest shelter in a storm 
and found herself in an Adventist church! 


Ella Had 


PEACE IN HER HEART 


By E. Jonas, as told to Mavis Webster 


pir heavy clouds were gathering; not 
a breeze stirred to relieve the tropical 
heat. A snake slithered lazily over the 
cracked, sunbaked path. 


JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 


As the sisters rested with the firewood on their 
head Ella sighed. ‘1 wish | knew more about God.” 


Ella and her sister tied up their bundles 
of firewood, looked anxiously at the sky, 
then started home to their village. They 
walked silently for a while before Ella 
spoke. “My heart is heavy today, sister, 
heavy as the clouds above us.” 

“Why?” her sister asked, stopping to 
shift the load of wood that was slipping 
from her head. 

“I wish I knew more about the true 
God,” Ella said. 

“But Ella, we attend church with father 
sometimes on Sunday, is that not enough?” 

“No, my sister. I feel a great need for 
more knowledge. Have you not heard of the 
mission school at Ighenbe? There they 
teach much about the great God above, and 
that is where I must go to school.” 

So it is that we find Ella attending the 
Seventh-day Adventist school, joining the 
Bible class, and determining to follow her 
Lord in baptism. But she met with bitter 
opposition from her parents. Was their 
church not good enough? her father asked. 

Knowing full well that Ella would join 
the Seventh-day Adventist Church, her par- 
ents refused to allow her to attend our 
school any longer. Ella was forced to at- 
tend the school her parents chose. 

Months passed, and it seemed Ella had 
given up her desire to join the Seventh-day 
Adventist Church. Her parents were 
pleased their daughter was following in 
their path as an obedient daughter should. 

But the day came when Ella’s father 
packed his box and said good-by to his fam- 
ily. He was going far north to Tanganyika 
and would be away from home many months. 


To page 19 
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ALICE'S LIE DRESS 


By REGINA MAGARY 


Auces brown pigtails bobbed as she 
moved her head back and forth, eagerly 
scanning the pages of the catalog, looking 
at dresses. It was fun picking out the one 
she would like to have, although she knew 
her mother would be making hers. The 
goods would come from the country store a 
mile and a half down the road. 

She had heard her mother say to father 
that very morning (they didn’t know she 
was in the next room), “Alice should have 
a new dress. Leave three dozen eggs for her 
to take to the store, and that will be enough 
to buy the material.” 

Alice didn’t hear what else was said, but 
after father had gone to the cellar to crate 
the eggs mother came to the door to call 
her and to tell her to get her room cleaned 
so she could go to town and get goods for a 
dress that afternoon. That was the reason 
for her interest in the catalog. 

Now she knew it was time to go, for her 
sister Zela had just come out the door with 
the basket of eggs. 

“Come along, sis. Here are the eggs you 
are to trade for your dress. And let's get go- 
ing before the day is any hotter.” 

It didn’t take the girls long to cover 
the mile and a half to the store, and Alice 
was soon looking at dress goods while Zela 
busied herself talking to a neighbor. 

There was one piece of gingham that 
she liked very much. It had a light back- 
ground covered with dainty sprigs of blue 
flowers. She picked it out and asked Mr. 
Marshall to give her three yards, which 
would cost just what the eggs came to. The 
storekeeper soon had it cut off and was 
handing her the package. 

“You picked a good piece, young lady,” 


he said, giving her shoulder a pat. “Your | 
mother will be pleased with your choice.” 

About a quarter mile from home, as the 
girls were crossing a bridge, Alice sud- 
denly stopped. 

“You know,” she said to Zela, “there 
was another piece of goods on the shelf that 
I liked better than what I got. I’m going to 
go back and tell Mr. Marshall mother didn’t 
like this and ask him to give me that 
other one. You wait for me.” 

“You can’t do that,” Zela gasped. 
lie.” 

Alice’s brown eyes snapped. “I’m going 
to do it, and don’t you say anything. You 
wait here for me.” And with that she turned 
and marched back to the store with the 
package. 

“Mr. Marshall, mother didn’t like this, 
and I want to exchange it,’ Alice said 
firmly, not quite looking the storekeeper in 
the eye. 

Mr. Marshall’s mild blue eyes looked 
dubious, and he raised his eyebrows 
slightly; but without a questioning word he 
took the package and inquired, “What piece 
would you like in exchange?” 

“That piece,” said Alice pointing to a 
bolt on the shelf. 

The storekeeper suppressed a smile and 
puckered his lips. “You don’t want that,” 
he said. “It’s curtain material. Your mother 
certainly wouldn’t like it.” 

Alice’s face turned red as she hurriedly 
looked over the various bolts. Her mother 
would be wondering what kept her, and @ 
Zela would get tired waiting. She was feel- 
ing a bit desperate. Something seemed 
wrong with her eyes, too, and hardly seeing 
what she was pointing at she put her finger 
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on a bolt that was lying on the counter and 
said, “Give me three yards of this.” 

Very quietly the exchange was made, 
and Alice hurried from the store, forgetting 
to thank the man for his favor. 

At the bridge Zela was waiting. 

“Get it?” she asked. Alice nodded and 
the girls hurried on. 

“You'll be sorry,’ Zela said as they 
neared the house. She suddenly dashed 
ahead of her sister and ran inside. 

“Alice lied,” she said breathlessly to her 
mother. “She took the goods back and lied 
to get another piece.” 

Mrs. Moore looked startled and dis- 
turbed, but she said quietly, “Zela, go on 
out and help your father, and I will take 
care of your sister.” 

Alice knew when she saw her mother 
that Zela had told. Her feet almost dragged 
as she came through the doorway, and si- 
lently she handed her mother the package. 
Then she stood waiting, wondering when 
she was going to get her whipping. 

“You had better kneel down there by the 
chair,” was all her mother said. Prayer had 








not been common in their home, but Alice 
knew that what she had done was wrong, 
and she had a feeling that God should be 
told about it, so she kneeled down. 

After a brief prayer, her mother said, 
“Now sit here on this chair while I talk to 
you. You are going to have to go to town 
and tell Mr. Marshall what you have done. 
We will wait until some day when I am 
driving, and you may go along with me.” 

Alice shivered as she thought of facing 
the man to whom she had told the lie. But 
since the confession must be made, she 
wished she could get it over with right 
away. However, it was three days before 
her mother called her and told her to get 
ready to go to the store. 

The closer they got to town the more 
uncomfortable Alice became. She would 
have liked to crawl down under the seat of 
the hack they were riding in. Mrs. Moore 
could see how miserable her daughter was, 
and realizing that she had learned her les- 
son, she handed the reins to her as she 
stopped the horses and said, “Hold these 

To page 19 
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“Give me three yards of this,” Alice said. 
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VIDA 
Disobeyed the Lifeguard 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


| ioe Vida had been pulled out of the 
river half dead, she decided it might 
be a good idea to obey the lifeguards after 
all. 

And Miss Mary Cowan, one of the coun- 
selors, decided that counselors should obey 
them too. 

But all that was after those exciting, des- 
perate minutes when it seemed both Vida 
and the counselor would drown together. 

It all happened at summer camp. 

Now summer camps are a wonderful in- 
vention, as almost everyone agrees who at- 
tends them. Nothing could be more fun 
than to sit under the stars around a dying 
campfire, listening to stories of courage and 
adventure; or singing rounds and choruses 
in the open air; or praying in small groups 
beside a gurgling stream; or even eating 
oatmeal and honey in the crisp morning 
air. But camp is wonderful for another rea- 
son: it helps us understand some of the 
things we think our parents are too partic- 
ular about. That’s what this camp did for 
Vida. 

Vida was the younger of two sisters, 
and both of them were attending camp in 
one of the most beautiful spots in the 
world, high in the mountains, next to a 
roaring mountain river. The tall pines 
whispered as the wind played in their 
branches, and the very atmosphere seemed 
to breathe peace. 

Lori, the older sister, saw very little of 
Vida except at meals and at the evening 
programs. Probably that was just as well, 
for these two girls were like many sisters 
I have known; they did not agree on many 
things. 

For one thing, Vida would never take 
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advice from Lori; she seldom took advice 
from anyone. At least, she would not take 
advice until she had been told exactly why 
she had to do something. And thereby 
hangs our story, for Vida learned, the hard 
way, that there is not always time to be 
told why one must do—or not do—some- 
thing. 

It was swimming period, and because 
the depth of the mountain river varied in 
different places, the girls were grouped ac- 
cording to their ability to swim. Vida and 
her group of learners were in one of the 
shallow pools. Intermediate swimmers were 
in the five-foot water. And the advanced 
swimmers were allowed to play in the deep 
water downstream, where holes had been 
dredged. 

The lifeguard was with the learners, 
teaching them how to swim. And there 
were counselors in charge of the two other 
groups, to be sure that all went well. One 
counselor swam in the water with the 
girls; the other, Mary Cowan, perched on a 
rock where she could act as sentinel, look- 
ing out over all the swimmers in the two 
groups at all times. 

“Now, if anyone gets into trouble,” the 
lifeguard told these two counselors, “don’t 
swim out to rescue her. You do not swim 
well enough, and there might be two deaths 
instead of one. Send for me. I'll get here 
in plenty of time. By the way, I've told 
each group to stay together, and they are 
pretty safe as long as they stay where they 
have been assigned.” 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


Miss Cowan struck the water right beside the drown- 
ing Vida—and a moment later she was drowning too! 











“Hey, Miss Cowan, throw me your fins,” 
shouted one of the girls to the counselor on 
the rock. Miss Cowan stooped down, un- 
fastened the heavy swimming fins, and 
threw them to Lori, who stood with out- 
stretched hands to catch them. 

“Want the mask, too?” 
wanted to know. 

“No, thanks, these fins are enough,” an- 
swered Lori, as she began fastening them 
onto her feet. “Makes me feel like a frog.” 
She paddled back to the water for another 
swim. 

During that brief moment when Lori 
was out of the water, Vida spotted her, and 
angry thoughts began buzzing in her brain. 
Why should her sister be allowed to go 
down there in the big hole and play with 
swim fins, while she had to stay up here 
doing routine drills? It wasn’t fair; and 
moreover, she would not put up with it 
another minute. Sure, she had been told to 
stay with the other beginners, but nobody 
had ever given her a good reason why. 

So, when the lifeguard was busy helping 
someone with a difficult stroke, Vida 
slipped out of the safety of the circle of girls 
and started down the river. 

It was so easy, she thought, just letting 
the river pull her down toward Lori. That 
lifeguard must be a real meany, or she 
would never have made such a selfish rule 
in the first place, she told herself. 

It did not take long for Vida to reach 


Miss Cowan 

















the area where the intermediate swimmers 
were. “What are you doing here?” one of 
them demanded. “Go back where your 
class is.” 

“I don’t want to,” pouted Vida. “Anyway, 
I don’t see why that old lifeguard made 
such a silly rule.” 

Miss Cowan spotted Vida as she moved 
out of the intermediate group and headed 
toward the deep water. 

“Go back, Vida, go back!” she shouted 
through cupped hands. “Turn around and 
go back at once!” But Vida would not 
listen. 

One thing Vida failed to notice in her 
anxiety to reach Lori; she was growing 
very weary. But all at once the fatigue 
struck, and she decided to stand up and 
rest a moment. Then it was that she found 
that she was far beyond her depth, and she 
went down. Far down. 

Miss Cowan shouted to one of the girls 
on the other side of the river to run fast 
and call the lifeguard. 

Oh, how long it seemed to Miss Cowan 
before the lifeguard came. She could not 
just sit there and watch Vida drown. Yet 
she had been told not to try to rescue any- 
one. 

Would that lifeguard never come? 

Miss Cowan looked upstream only to see 
that the racing girl had not even reached 
the lifeguard yet. Surely if Vida drowned, 
she would be blamed all her life, and she 
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would always blame herself even if no one 
else blamed her. There was nothing else 
she could do; she would have to try to save 
the girl. 

All these thoughts passed through Miss 
Cowan's mind in a flash. Summoning all 
her courage, she dived into the river, land- 
ing just at the right place to get hold of 
Vida’s swim suit. 

She lifted the child high into the air, 
hoping that she could reach high enough 
to get the girl’s head out of water. 

But then she ran out of air herself and 
had to surface to get a breath of air. When 
she did that, Vida went under again, so 
Miss Cowan lifted her again as she herself 
went under once more. 

Miss Cowan knew now that the life- 
guard was right! There would soon be two 
drownings instead of one. She, as well as 
Vida, should have listened. Oh, but she 
must have air! 

Up she went, and this time she saw the 
most beautiful sight—the strong easy 
strokes of the lifeguard’s arms as she swept 
forward at top speed. In an instant, she had 
Vida’s chin tucked securely under her arm 
and was heading for shore, leaving Miss 
Cowan struggling alone. 

“Float, Mary,” Miss Cowan said to her- 
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self. “Get some wind. Then you'll be all 
right.” So she made herself relax and 
floated around on the water until she had 
strength enough to swim to shore. 

Vida was lying on the grass, but she was 
smiling through her tears, so Miss Cowan 
knew she was all right. The lifeguard was 
still standing over her, but she turned to 
help the counselor up the bank to a place 
to sit. 

“Now, listen, you two,” the lifeguard 
said almost severely. “Neither one of you 
did as you were told, and you almost lost 
your lives because of it. Vida, you were 
told to stay with your group, and whether 
you knew why or not, you should have 
obeyed and stayed there.” And then she 
smiled at Miss Cowan. “Girls,” she said, 
looking around (for all the girls had left 
the river to see what was going on), “Miss 
Cowan did what any of us would have been 
tempted to do, but she disobeyed orders too. 
I warned the counselors not to swim out to 
rescue anyone, because they do not swim 
well enough. Let this be a lesson to us all 
—old and young. There are certain things 
you can do to help a drowning person with- 
out endangering your own life. Here they 
are,” and she counted on her fingers as she 
listed the safety rules. To page 18 
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MIDNIGHT VISITORS 


By KEN SMITH 


Rov. whatever in the world are you doing 
up at this time of night?” I asked. 

I quickly sat up in my bunk, blinking my 
eyes and trying to focus them on the dark 
surroundings. I knew something was ter- 
ribly wrong, but I didn’t realize how great 
the danger was until Rod told me there was 
something outside trying to get in. I knew 
we had two pocket knives, but what were 
these against an unfriendly visitor? 

I quickly thought back over the events 
that had led up to this night. They began 
on a cool, sunny summer afternoon. 



























































































Rod had come streaking over the bay in 
the outboard skiff we used for a work boat. 
He had jumped out and thrown the line 
around a log. As he ran toward where I 
was working, he called out, “Hey, Ken, I 
just had a wonderful idea.” 

I looked past his excited face to the 
snowy peaks that surrounded our logging 
camp in Thorn Bay, Alaska. The tall trees 
on the beach were moving back and forth 
in the cool breeze that blew down from the 
frosty peaks. At the head of the bay was a 
winding river that flowed from the glaciers. 

I suddenly realized that Rod was looking 
at me and waiting for me to ask him why 
he was so eager. I saw his face brighten up 
as he realized I had caught some of his ex- 
citement. 

“What is it you thought of?” I asked with 
a twinkle in my eye. 

“Why don’t we go on an overnight camp- 
ing trip tomorrow afternoon when we get 
off work?” 

I turned this over in my mind as the 
powerful engine roared to full throttle and 
pulled a huge bucking, jumping log down 
the steep mountain. I watched the log 
splash as it hit the water, throwing up a 
towering wall of spray. The idea seemed 
very worth while to me. I shouted my ap- 
proval over the roar of the machine. 

When we had finished our day’s work and 
had dragged our weary bodies to our bunk- 
house for supper and sleep, we talked the 
idea over and laid plans for the great trip. 

Next morning, as we hurried to work, 
our spirits soared with the clouds as the sun 
rose high in the sky, forecasting ~ good 
weather. All we could think of was the fun 
that lay ahead. To page 18 
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It felt great to be heading upstream in our outboard 
boat. We had no idea what would happen at midnight! 
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PHOTOS BY BOB MILLER 


Church on Sabbath is an altogether new experience when you worship outdoors under the trees. 


WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE DOING THESE THINGS? 


Here’s a bunch of juniors having some 
real FUN! Look at them. 

They are sitting by that fire, listening to 
some truly tremendous stories. 

One of them is having a great time with 
a bow and arrow. 

Others are making leather belts or cut- 
ting and twisting and banging tin cans into 
all sorts of imaginative and useful shapes. 

And there are even two—or are there 
three?—live snakes in that cage for the 
fellows to watch. 

Now, would you like to be in on any of 
these activities? 


If you've got any red blood flowing in 
your veins—and of course you do—then 
there’s not a doubt about it. You'd like to 
be where these juniors are, having the 
kind of fun they're having. 

And you CAN get in on the fun. These 
pictures were taken at Tar Hollow MV 
Summer Camp in Ohio, and that may be 
too far away for you. But there is going to 
be an MV camp near your home this sum- 
mer. Get an application blank—from your 
pastor or church elder—and fill it out and 
send it in. 

But HURRY! Time is running out. 
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JOE STOPS A POACI 


2 was so happy he could hardly sit still! 
It was so wonderful to get to visit his 
grandmother who lived in Texas. But now 
something even more exciting was going to 
happen! 

“Do you mean I'll really get to see a 
whooping crane, Uncle Fred?” he asked 
eagerly. 

Uncle Fred nodded. He looked very tall 
and neat in his official brown-green uni- 
form. “You'll be able to see the whoopers 
from the observation tower through binocu- 
lars. That’s as close as visitors can get to 
them.” 

Joc’s grandmother said, “There are 
hardly more than thirty whooping cranes 
alive today. They’re very rare, Joe.” 

“Yes, Grandma, I know. We studied 
about them in school.” 

“I'm glad you know something about 
them, Joe. We are constantly trying to teach 
people not to harm them but to preserve 
them.” Uncle Fred took a small map out of 
his pocket. “See this map?” As Joe nodded, 
he continued, “Well, the United States 
Government has set aside a forty-seven- 
thousand-acre tract called the Aransas Na- 
tional Wildlife Refuge, on Blackjack Penin- 
sula, for the safety of the whooping cranes 
and other birds and small animals.” 

“Is that where we're going, 
Fred?” Joe asked. 

“As soon as you're ready. Pack enough 
clothes for two nights. If you can take care 
of yourself in the woods and know how to 
obey orders, I may take you with me on a 
counting trip.” 

Joe ran to get ready, wondering what a 
“counting trip” could be. It sounded excit- 
ing. Everything had been so different since 
he’d come to Port Aransas to stay with his 
grandmother. First there had been a long 
ride over the seven rickety narrow bridges 
that were called causeways, then the trip 
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Uncle 


By KAY HEISTAND 


on the ferry to reach the island fishing vil- 
lage. Crossing on the ferry had been fun, 
watching the first porpoises he’d ever seen, 
leaping and playing in the water. This was 
the best vacation he'd ever had. 

It was several hours’ ride to Blackjack 
Peninsula. When they were nearly there 
Joe sighed happily, “It sounds like a pi- 
rate’s island.” 

“There used to be pirates in this part of 
the country many years ago,” Uncle Fred 
said, smiling. 

“Honest?” Joe’s eyes were wide. 

“They buried their treasure on an island. 
Maybe we can make a day of it and go there 
exploring before you go home.” 

Joe couldn’t say a word. He felt as if he 
were going to burst! 

It was almost dark when they reached 
the reserve headquarters where Uncle Fred 
and the other wardens stayed while on 
duty. One of the officers, Warden Edwards, 
lived in a small white house close by. 

Joe and Uncle Fred had supper with 
Warden Edwards, his wife, and his son, 
Johnny. Johnny was a tanned, freckled-faced 
boy about Joe’s age. The boys took to each 
other right away. 

After supper, they went out and sat on 
the steps. 

“What's a counting trip, Johnny?” Joe 
asked. 

“That’s what the wardens call it when 
they go to count the numbers of birds and 
animals,” Johnny explained. “They’re go- 
ing to count the wild turkeys tonight. 
Sometimes I go along,” he said proudly. 

Joe was just wondering whether he might 
be allowed to go too when he heard his 
Uncle Fred calling him. 


JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 


Without stopping to think, Joe screamed loudly and 
threw himself forward toward the poacher’s boat. 
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Warden Edwards and Uncle Fred came 
out on the porch. 

“Johnny,” said the warden, “we'll make a 
turkey count tonight and take you and Joe 
along. You can explain things to Joe, and 
you must both promise you'll be very quiet.” 

The boys agreed eagerly. Soon they were 
in a jeep on their way deeper into the live- 
oak grove. Here the gulf winds had blown 
the gray Spanish moss off the trees. 

When they reached a sandy spot under 
some tall trees they parked. Everybody got 
out quietly, taking care not to slam the 
doors or talk above a whisper. 

The boys followed the men along a path 
made by deer. Once they stopped and waited 
while five deer ran past them. Then they 
circled the path, taking care not to frighten 
the deer, for if they were alarmed they 
would scare the turkeys away. 

“Shh!” warned Uncle Fred. “Wait here.” 

The boys waited while the men crept on 
under the trees. 

“See those big black shapes moving on 
the lower branches?” Johnny whispered. 
“Are those the wild turkeys?” Joe asked. 
“Yes. The biggest ones are the gobblers.” 


The men returned in a few minutes. “We 
counted twenty-five in all,” Uncle Fred 
whispered. “Someday soon we'll scout the 
west side of the island.” 

As they walked back to the jeep Warden 
Edwards said, “If the deer and hogs didn’t 
eat so many acorns, there would be more 
turkeys here. Sometimes there aren’t enough 
acorns to feed all the birds through the win- 
ter. 

“We catch the deer in traps and ship 
them to zoos all over Texas. Sometimes we 
catch thirty deer a day. But we never hurt 
them,” Johnny said. “That helps save some 
of the food for the birds and smaller ani- 
mals.” 

“I never knew there was a place like this 
anywhere in the world!” Joe exclaimed. 
“When will we see the whooping cranes, 
Uncle Fred?” 

“Tomorrow morning, Joe. We'll get up 
before dawn, so we had better be getting to 
bed right away.” Uncle Fred stopped the 
jeep in front of the reserve headquarters. 
“We'll sleep here tonight.” 

Joe had a hard time getting to sleep, he 
was so excited. 

“Come on, boy, get up!” Uncle Fred was 
shaking Joe awake. “We're heading for a 
fresh-water hole. If we're lucky we may see 
a crane there without going into the slough. 
We're looking for one that’s missing.” 

“You mean you know exactly how many 















whooping cranes there are?” Joe asked as he 
jumped out of bed. 

“We sure do. And one of them is late 
coming back from Canada. I hope no hunt- 
et’s killed him.” Uncle Fred looked very 
stern and serious. 

Joe ate a hearty breakfast even though he 
was in a hurry. Then everyone got into the 
jeep again and headed down a winding 
road past the observation tower where the 
ordinary visitors came, then westward 
through the peninsula. 

“Uncle Fred, why are the whooping 
cranes so important?” Joe wondered. 

Uncle Fred was driving slowly, carefully 
watching for small creatures that kept cross- 
ing the track. “I guess it’s because they’re so 
rare and strong and beautiful. Did you 
know they can fly higher than some air- 








1 WANT TO GO TO HEAVEN 


By LUCILE FIEDLER 


| want to go to heaven, 

For Jesus will be there. 

1 want to worship at His feet 
And see His face so fair. 


1 want to go to heaven. 

My guardian angel's there. 

I'll walk with him and talk with him, 
And thank him for his care. 


I want to go to heaven. 

The prophets will be there, 

King David, Enoch, Paul, and John, 
And Daniel offering prayer. 


I want to go to heaven. 

The throne of God is there. 
I'll see the lovely tree of life 
And eat its fruit so fair. 


| want to go to heaven. 

I'll find the answers there 

To all my youthful questionings— 
The when, and what, and where? 


Come, Lord Jesus, quickly come— 
Prepare my heart for Thee. 

For | want to go to heaven 

To spend eternity. 
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planes, and at a speed of about forty-five 
miles an hour?” 

Joe shook his head. 

“They winter here in the refuge every 
year, flying nearly twenty-five hundred 
miles from their breeding grounds in the 
Northwest Territories of Canada. The Ca- 
nadian Government set aside a sanctuary of 
17,000 square miles, the Wood Buffalo Na- 
tional Park, below Great Slave Lake, for 
them and other birds. Our whooping 
cranes go there every year to nest, as gen- 
erations have done before them. Each April 
they take a direct route toward upper Can- 
ada, crossing Texas, Oklahoma, Kansas, Ne- 
braska, South and North Dakota, Saskatch- 
ewan, and the edge of Alberta.” 

Joe shook his head in surprise. “No won- 
der everybody admires them.” 

“Not everybody,” said Uncle Fred sadly, 
as he slowed the jeep. “There are some bad 
and foolish hunters who try, through igno- 
rance or meaness, to kill the cranes. That's 
why there are so few of them. Their average 
life span is only seven years. Tornadoes, 
hurricanes, and humans add to the dangers 
of the long migrations.” 

The jeep stopped in a thicket of live-oak 
trees. 

“Now, Joe, be very quiet and do exactly 
as I tell you.” Uncle Fred got out of the 
jeep. 
“Yes, sir.” Joe was impressed with the 
importance of their mission. 

“Two of the other wardens are making a 
count of the whooping cranes from a small 
airplane. We have been able to locate only 
twenty-three of the regular cranes who win- 
ter here every year. We're rechecking be- 
cause one of the birds might be injured 
and hiding in the salt flats. We're going to 
approach the Big Slough on foot.” 

“How big are the cranes?” Joe was pale. 
He wasn’t exactly afraid, but the birds had 
looked pretty large in all the pictures he'd 
seen. 

“Most of the full-grown ones are nearly 
five feet tall. They're very strong, with a 
sharp bill. However, they only defend 
themselves and do not attack people.” Uncle 
Fred started cautiously through the tall 
marsh grass. 

They walked for what seemed to be a 
very long time to Joe. Finally Uncle Fred 
stopped. 

“We're only about a quarter of a mile 


To page 16 





Twice he saved the lives of members of the family! 


CAPTAIN 


By MARSHALL SCHMEHL 


| ages it back where you got it! I’m scared 
to death of police dogs, and you know it! 
Now take it away before I call your father!” 
The woman standing -in the doorway was 
crying in horror to her teen-age son in the 
yard. Beside the boy stood a magnificent 
German shepherd. 

Ed Shoemaker, for he was the boy, had 
just come from school, and on the way he 
had stopped at a filling station for gas. 

He knew the attendant well, and while 
he was chatting with him this dog had 
bounded around the corner, making Ed 
jump in fright. He then asked, “Where in 
the world did you get that monster? I didn’t 
know you could keep a big dog like that 
here at the station!” 
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When the dust settled, Captain had the big snake 
gripped firmly between his teeth. Susie was safe! 


The attendant explained, “A day or so 
ago a truck, evidently heading west, stopped 
for gas. When it pulled up this dog jumped 
off the runningboard. The driver asked me 
whether I wanted him and said that he had 
jumped on about fifty miles east of here, 
when the truck had stopped for repairs. 
Then the driver left and the dog stayed. 
You know as well as I that I can’t keep him 
here. But I have heard that you need a good 
cattle dog for your dairy farm, so if you 
want him you are welcome to take him 
home for a try.” 

Ed was overjoyed, for he had wanted a 
German shepherd all his life. This was his 
opportunity. 

But now his mother was interfering, 
dashing to shreds all his hopes. And as most 
other boys would, he pleaded to keep the 
dog overnight, explaining that it was too 
late to take him back to the station now. 

Ed Shoemaker, with his parents and lit- 
tle sister, Susie, lived on the previously 
mentioned dairy farm. Their old dog had 
died of a snake bite, and every dog 
they had gotten since then had either been 
afraid of cows or could not be trained. 

That night Ed took the dog with him to 
help bring in the sixty cows—if he would; 
and to the boy’s great joy, the dog went 
right to the task as if he had done it all his 
life. Ed could hardly wait to tell his folks. 
Surely now they would let him keep the 
dog. 

His parents decided to give the dog a 
week’s trial with the explicit understanding 
that Ed would take care of him. By the end 
of the week the dog knew when five o'clock 
came and would go to get the cows by him- 
self without being told. He would keep 
them in a huddle by the gate till someone 
came to open it; then he would drive them 
into the barnyard. 
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When the German shepherd was not 
needed on the farm, he would watch Susie 
and bark loudly if she started crying; or if 
danger was near he would pull her gently 
out of its way. So by the end of the week 
the family decided to keep him and named 
him Captain. 

The Shoemaker family were all vege- 
tarians; and since Captain got only scraps 
from the table, he got no meat. But one day 
about three months after the dog arrived, 
some relatives of the Shoemakers came to 
visit, and Mrs. Shoemaker gave Captain the 
scraps from their plates. There were bits of 
meat, but strange to say, Captain only 
sniffed and walked sorrowfully away. Mrs. 
Shoemaker was puzzled about this behavior, 
for the dog had been whining softly for his 
dinner and she knew he was hungry. So she 
took other scraps that were left and gave 
them to him. These he gulped down with a 
yelp of delight—so evidently Captain had 
turned vegetarian too. 

While the family were in the house one 
day, Susie decided to go for a walk. As 
usual, Captain got up and went with her, 
searching every clump of grass, as was his 
custom, looking for enemies that might 
harm her. 

All of a sudden Captain’s hackles rose, 
and with a deep growl he pushed Susie over 
backward and then lunged for the enemy. 
A five-foot snake, coiled in the grass, struck 
just as Captain leaped. But the dog’s aim 
was more sure; and when the dust settled, 
Captain had the snake by the neck. Then 
with a crunch of his mighty jaws, he severed 
the head. 

Picking Susie up by her clothing, he car- 
ried her to the back porch, where he met 
the rest of the family. They had heard the 
commotion and were hurrying out to see 
what the noise was about. You can be sure 
Captain got a royal supper that night and 
more love and respect from the Shoemakers. 

Mr. Shoemaker had ordered a young bull 
that was reported to be very mean. The 
only thing wrong was that he did not have 
a good place to put it, and the only place 
possible was an old horse stall that was in 
poor repair. 

Two nights after the bull was delivered, 
Mr. Shoemaker was doing his chores when 
he heard the bellow of the bull and the 
bang of wood. But he thought nothing of it 
because he had heard similar noises every 
time he went close to the stall. This time, 
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however, the door had broken when the 
bull butted. 

So when Mr. Shoemaker was crossing 
the barnyard on the way to the house a 
few minutes later, he saw the bull at the 
far end of the barnyard, bleeding at the 
nose and pawing the ground. 

Before Mr. Shoemaker could think, the 
bull charged, coming at him like an express 
train. It struck, sending him ten feet into 
the air and knocking the breath out of him. 
When he came to his senses, the bull was 
almost on him again, ready for the kill. But 
there was a blur that caught the bull by the 
nose, nearly knocking him down. Captain 
had heard the bull and had come to in- 
vestigate. When he saw that Mr. Shoemaker 
was in serious danger he went into action. 

Captain held on for dear life until he 
was sure Mr. Shoemaker was safe and then 
let go, ready to attack again. But Ed called 
him back. The family were very thankful 
again that they had kept the dog, for now 
he had saved the lives of two members of 
the family. 

The Shoemakers lived near a railroad, 
and there was one hobo whom they always 
fed and allowed to sleep in their haymow. 
He was the only hobo Captain did not at- 
tack and drive away. He and the dog 
formed a friendship. 

On one particular visit the hobo men- 
tioned that he knew a place where he could 
get fifty dollars for “that there dog.” But 
the Shoemakers did not get alarmed, for 
the dog stayed close to them. 

On the next trip, however, the hobo left 
without bidding them good-by, taking 
Captain with him. For a long time the 
Shoemakers kept looking down the road for 
Captain. But he never came back, and nei- 
ther did the hobo. 


Joe Stops a Poacher 
From page 14 


from the beach. It’s starting to get marshy, 
so stay here and rest on this little mound of 
solid earth. I’m going to scout some of the 
coves and hidden pools. I'll be back for you 
soon and will take you farther down the 
beach where some cranes have located. Usu- 
ally each pair of whoopers will choose as 
many as four hundred acres of salt flat 





marsh for their feeding area. They guard 
this jealously and chase other whoopers 
away. They might even leave if they learned 
we were close to them, so we must be very 
cautious.” 

Joe sat down as he had been told. “I'll 
wait right here, Uncle Fred.” 

It was very still and quiet for a while 
after Uncle Fred left. Then the birds must 
have decided Joe was harmless, for they 
started to chirp and sing. 

Some sandpipers came quite near. A 
small sand-hill crane moved by, and the 
sea gulls and terns came so close he could 
almost touch them. 

The sun was warm, the breeze was mild, 
and Joe was sleepy. He must have dozed for 
a minute, when a new sound disturbed him. 

He was sure it wasn’t a bird. It sounded 
more like the dipping of oars and some- 
thing pushing through the reeds. 

There it was again! Something or some- 
one was moving in the water only a short 
distance away. 

Joe crawled, Indian fashion, toward the 
noise. He parted some reeds and saw an old 
flat-bottomed boat at the edge of the marshy 
spit of land he was lying on. It was partially 
covered with dry grass and seaweed so it 
couldn’t be seen from the air. A small man, 
with a scraggly brown beard, crouched in 
the boat. He held a gun in one hand and he 
kept watching the sky. Joe knew instantly 
that he was planning something bad. He 
was certainly not a warden. All his sneaky 
actions showed he meant mischief. 

Joe rose quietly to his knees and watched 
every move the man made. There were 
brown-and-white duck feathers floating on 
the water about the boat. 

Suddenly the man rose to his feet and 
aimed the gun. He was looking along the 
slough in front of him at a large white bird 
flying in his direction. It was at least twenty 
feet above the mud and water. Its long neck 
was stretched out in front as if to balance 
its long legs, which were held straight out 
behind it. 

As it came close Joe could see its long bill, 
the red on the head and the black tips on 
the outspread white wings. It was soaring 
and gliding like an airplane coming in for a 
landing. 

As Joe watched the man with the gun 
he saw his fingers tighten on the trigger. 
Without stopping to think, Joe screamed as 
loudly as he could. At the same time he 


ran and threw himself forward toward the 
boat. 

The gun reared uncertainly. The man 
cursed loudly and wildly. The great whoop- 
ing crane hesitated, then beat its wings 
wildly as it tried to gain speed. 

The shot from the first barrel of the gun 
missed. The bird gained altitude as the sec- 
ond barrel went off. 

Joe struggled in the water, within a foot 
of the boat. He tried to stand up, watching 
the crane gaining distance and safety. 

A strong hand grabbed him by the shoul- 
der and shook him. The man yelled, “You 
little brat! You made me lose that whooper 
and I was offered a lot of money for it! 
What are you doing out here?” 

Without waiting for an answer, the man 
dragged Joe into the boat. “Sit there while I 
get a rope to tie you. I don’t know what I’m 
going to do with you,” he muttered angrily, 
“but I know a shack where I can lock you 
up till you learn not to interfere with a 
man’s earnin’ his livin’.” He shook his fist 
at Joe. 

Joe tried to be brave. In spite of the 
trouble he was in, he was still glad he’d 
saved the life of the whooping crane. 

The man was leaning toward Joe with a 
piece of rope when a loud voice stopped 
him. “All right, Bill! Put up your hands! 
Let that boy alone.” 

Uncle Fred stepped out of the tall reeds, 
his gun in his hand. 

“Uncle Fred, am I glad to see you!” Joe 
climbed quickly out of the boat. 

“What's this all about?” asked Uncle 
Fred. 

“He tried to shoot a whooping crane, and 
I stopped him,” Joe cried. 

“It wasn’t a whooper,” Bill said sullenly. 

“Yes, it was. I’ve seen lots of pictures of 
them,” insisted Joe, “and I know what they 
look like.” 

“You can’t do a thing to me on a kid’s 
word,” snarled Bill. 

“It was a whooper,” said Uncle Fred 
calmly. He stepped into the shallow water 
and picked up a long white feather with a 
black tip. It was floating on the water with 
the duck feathers. “I wouldn’t be surprised if 
you had more than the limit in ducks under 
that seaweed, too. 

“This trick will put you away for a long 
time,” Uncle Fred said. “It was lucky I 
heard the shots and got right back here, 
Joe. You have done a mighty fine thing to- 
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day! Your folks will be very proud of you— 
and I know I am!” 

Joe felt himself redden at his uncle's 
words, but all he said was, “I just couldn’t 
bear to think of anyone killing one of those 
wonderful birds.” 

Uncle Fred answered, “It was mighty 
good of you, son, mighty good of you,” as he 
led Bill to the jeep. 


Vida Disobeyed the Lifeguard 
From page 8 


“One, look around for an oar, pole, or 
rope to throw to the person in trouble. He 
will grab it and you can pull him to shore. 

“Two, send for help. 

“Three, try to keep calm, and direct the 
person toward trees or an overturned boat, 
or to any object to which he can cling un- 
til help arrives. 

“And four, DO NOT SWIM OUT 
TO RESCUE HIM UNLESS YOU ARE 
A TRAINED LIFEGUARD. IT CAN 
MEAN TWO DEATHS INSTEAD OF 
ONE.” 

It was a circle of very solemn faces that 
greeted the lifeguard’s glance as she fin- 
ished. 

“Enough of the lecture and sad faces,” 
the lifeguard said. “Miss Cowan will get A 
for effort even if she and Vida get F for 
disobedience, but they will get A next time, 
for I am sure they will always obey after 
this. Now, shoo, off to your swimming 
areas, and see that you stay there.” 

Her great, jolly laugh assured everyone 
that the day’s lesson was closed. 


Midnight Visitors 
From page 9 


The day seemed to fly by as we rushed 
with our work. By early afternoon we had 
succeeded in clearing out the strip of fallen 
timber that was our quota for the day. 

After closing the machinery down, we 
ran to the bunkhouse, threw food and sleep- 
ing bags into the boat, and raced full speed 
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toward the river. We succeeded in making 
the three miles up the river in record time 
and pulled the boat onto the bank. 

There was a cabin nearby in which we 
planned to spend the night. We began 
hauling our supplies from the boat to it. 
Then we built a roaring fire in the stove and 
prepared our simple meal. We ate our fill 
and turned in. We didn’t have a lantern or 
flashlight, so we wanted to get to sleep be- 
fore dark. 

Even after all the excitement and rushing 
around, I had no trouble sleeping. 

The next thing I knew it was dark and I 
was wide awake. Rod was moving quickly 
around, and I became alarmed. From the 
light of the dying embers in the stove, I 
could see Rod in the center of the cabin 
looking for something. I hastily sat up and 
asked, “Whatever are you doing?” 

“There is something outside,” he whis- 
pered, “and it sounds like a bear.” 

My heart sank as I realized that we had 
left our guns in camp and did not have 
one thing with which to protect ourselves. 

Then I heard scratching on the wall and 
sniffing near a window. The hair rose up 
on the back of my neck. I could feel it move. 
There was no getting around it. I was 
scared. Scared stiff. 

Rod found an empty powdered-milk can 
and threw it with all his might at the wall. 
There was a terrific crash as the can crumpled 
before falling to the floor, rolling and 
bumping to a stop. 

We both listened quietly for the slightest 
rustling of sound that would indicate 
whether or not our unwelcome visitor had 
been frightened away. 

When we again heard the scratching and 
sniffing on the wall we knew we had “had 
it.” There was no way to escape. Our cabin 
had only one door. 

We sat in the middle of the floor hud- 
dled together, awaiting the worst. We heard 
the animal round the corner of the cabin 
and start toward the door. We were about 
to scream out in terror when the Joo 
flew open, and there stood two of the log- 
gers from our logging camp, laughing, and 
shining their flashlights on our astonished 
faces. They had come to pull a joke on us, 
and it had worked perfectly. 

I can truly say that I have never been so 
angry at anybody, and yet so extremely 
happy to see them at the same time. 








Alice’s Lie Dress 
From page 5 


and wait here. I will go in and explain what 
happened.” 

“Oh, thank you, Mother,” Alice said 
softly. 

In a few days the new dress was made. 
Alice knew she could never like it, but she 
was determined to make the best of it. 

No sooner did Zela catch sight of her sis- 
ter with the new dress on than she chanted, 
“Alice has her lie dress on. Alice has her 
lie dress on.” Mother scolded her, but Alice 
could never wear the dress after that with- 
out thinking, “Lie dress, lie dress.” 

After a long time, when the dress was 
growing old and worn, Alice was wearing 
it one day when she saw her cousin’s bicycle 
leaning against the porch, and knowing 
that he wouldn’t object if she rode it, she 
decided to have a good try at really learn- 
ing to ride while her cousin was busy else- 
where. She had tried the bike before and 
knew she could handle it. 

She was soon riding like an old hand 
and having a wonderful time when a breeze 
swished her skirt into the wheel and she 
heard a ripping sound. She jumped off and 
looked at the dress. The skirt had a long 
crooked rip in it. 

Carefully she got on the bicycle and rode 
back to the house. Leaning the bicycle 
against the porch, she went into the house, 
holding her dress together. Her mother was 
busy sewing and didn’t notice her until 
she had stood beside her for a minute or 
two. 

“I didn’t hear you come in, Alice. Was 
there something you wanted?” Mother 
looked up inquiringly. 

Alice pulled her skirt apart and showed 
the long, jagged rip. “I did it on the bi- 
cycle,” she said simply. “I didn’t mean to.” 

Her mother smiled. “I am sure you 
didn’t,” she said. She thought a minute. 
“Alice,” she said, “how would you like it if 
I mended this nicely and gave it to the 
drive they are having next week for old 
clothes?” 

“Oh, would you?” A weight suddenly 
lifted from Alice’s shoulders. And as the 
“lie dress” passed from her life, so passed 
any inclination she might ever have to tell 
another lie. 





Heavenly Signs of His Coming 


June 
25. Matt. 24:29 Signs in the sun, moon, and stars 
26. Matt. 24:30 Sign of the Son of man in heaven 
27. Rev. 6:12 Sun became as sackcloth 
28. Rev. 6:13 Stars of heaven fell 
29. Isa. 34:14 Host of heaven fell 
30. Joel 2:10 Earth to quake, heavens tremble 
July 

1. Joel 3:15 Sun and moon darkened 








Ella Had Peace in Her Heart 
From page 3 


For a while the family attended church 
on Sunday, but without father there to urge 
them, they soon forgot church in the busy 
round of activities, and Sunday became just 
another day. 

Again storm clouds gathered and found 
Ella and her sister far from home helping 
a relative dig her garden. Before they could 
reach the house, the storm broke in fury. 

“Let us seek shelter here, my sister,” said 
Ella as she placed her hoe on the ground 
and entered a low building made of mud 
and poles. A religious service was in prog- 
ress, and the girls quietly took their places 
on a board that served as a pew. Someone 
was speaking, telling the people that this 
was a special day of prayer for their church 
members in Colombia who were being per- 
secuted for their belief. 

Ella stirred uneasily. “Being persecuted 
for their belief’? Where had she heard this 
before? Oh, yes, hadn’t she studied in the 
Adventist church that the day would come 
when the true church of God would meet 
opposition and persecution? Was not this 
then the true church? Again Ella’s heart 
was stirred by the message. Truths long ago 
forgotten came back to her mind. She deter- 
mined to return and learn more. 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Theme for the third quarter: "Lessons From the Gospel of John." 


I—John Tells Us Why Christ 
Came to the Earth . 


(July 1) 


Memory Verse: “The Word was made flesh, 
and dwelt among us, (and we beheld his glory, 
the glory as of the only begotten of the Father,) 
full of grace and truth” (John 1:14). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the lesson scripture in John 1:1-18. 
Read verse 14 (the memory verse) several 
times. Read it each day and try to repeat it. 


SUNDAY 


Jesus Came to Give Light and Life 


Open your Bible to John 1. 


John does not begin his Gospel with the 
story of the birth of Jesus, as Matthew and 
Luke do, nor with the story of John the Baptist, 
as Mark does; but he tells us first why Christ 
needed to come to this earth and live as a man 
among men. 

Our Lord created the earth by the power of 
His word, John tells us. Read verse 4 and see 
what John says about Christ as the source of 
power. 

In Christ’s day, as in our day, most people 
were in spiritual darkness. There were so many 
things they could not understand, and the fu- 
ture seemed dark. They had no understanding 
about life beyond the grave. They were not 
happy. In verses 6 to 9 find who was sent to 
tell them about the One who was to come and 
be a light to them. 

When Jesus came He gave knowledge for 
ignorance, gladness for sorrow, health for sick- 
ness, liberty for bondage, truth for falsehood, 
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and hope for despair. Truly He was the spir- 
itual Light of the world. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
464, pars. 2, 3. 

THINK how a study of the life and teachings 
of Jesus sheds light on our problems. 


RESOLVE to look at your problems in the light 
that comes from the Word of the Lord. 


MONDAY 


He Came to Show Us Who God Is 


Open your Bible to John 1. 


In Christ’s day people had a false idea of 
God. In the synagogues and the synagogue 
schools they listened to the teaching of tradi- 
tions that were not to be found in the Scrip- 
tures, and they were obliged to learn hundreds 
of senseless rules. This gave them a false idea of 
God, and they found no joy in their worship. 
Only a few who took the trouble to study the 
Scriptures for themselves were able to see God 
as He really is—a God of mercy and a Father of 
love. 

Jesus came to this earth to put aside those 
traditions and rules and to show the Father as 
He really is. 

John tells us that when Jesus, who is called 
the Word made fiesh, came to live among men, 
they were able to see the glory of God. Read 
verse 14. 

They had never seen God, but Jesus had 
lived with God in heaven, and so He was able 
to tell people about God. Read verse 18. 











For further reading: The Destre of Ages, p. 
464, par. 4. 

THINK how many people 
false idea of God as He is. 

Pray that you may be able to help others to 
think of God as a God of love. 


today have a 


TUESDAY 
He Came to Teach That We Must Be Born 
Again 


Open your Bible to John 1. 

In verse 12 find what 
through the power of Jesus. 

God wants us to feel that we belong to Him; 
that we are part of His great family; that He 
is our Father. Jesus came to earth to invite us 
to join the Father’s family. 

Joining God’s family means that we have to 
be changed completely. Read verse 13 and find 
how a person can become a child of God. 

John in his Gospel tells us what Christ taught 
about the need to be born again. It was to 
Nicodemus, a member of the Sanhedrin, that 
our Lord explained about being born again, 
and Nicodemus told John about his interview 
with Jesus when He spoke to him about the 
new birth, and John recorded it in his Gospel, 
that we all might understand this important 
teaching of our Lord. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
509, par. 4. 

THINK how good it is of the Father to invite 
us to be members of His family. 

Pray that you may experience the new birth 
that makes you a member of the heavenly fam- 
ily. 


we may become 


WEDNESDAY 


He Came to Give Us an Example 


Open your Bible to John 1. 


John tells us more than do the other Gospel 
writers about the teachings of our Lord. We 


Jesus’ arms are stretched out, inviting us to 
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find as we read these teachings that Jesus sets a 
high standard for the children of God. We are 
not to be like those who follow the world, seek- 
ing wealth and pleasures, getting our own way 
whatever the cost to others. We cannot do the 
wicked things that seem natural. We have to 
live to serve and help others, and show by our 
lives that we are the children of God. 

This would be impossible in this sinful world 
without special help, so Jesus came to help us, 
and to show us that it is possible to live a 
good life in the midst of wickedness, for He 
lived among wicked men and kept His purity. 
Read verse 14. 

He is willing to give us the grace and truth 
that He had on earth that we might live the life 
He lived when He dwelt among men. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
250, par. 4 

THINK! Are you trying to be good without en- 
listing Christ’s help and grace? 

RESOLVE to pray every day for the grace of 
Christ to make you good. 


THURSDAY 
Not All Receive Christ 


Open your Bible to John 1. 


Although Christ paid a big price to come 
down to earth from His home in heaven to help 
us, not everyone wants to be helped. Not every- 
one receives His teaching. Many are too proud 
and self-satisfied to believe and do what He 
taught. 

Jesus came to give light, but many would not 
take advantage of that light. Read verse 5. 

Jesus went to live with His own people, 
those who should have welcomed and received 
and honored Him, but they did not want Him. 
Read verses 10 and 11. 

It must have made His heart ache to have 
them turn away from Him. However, there 
were many who did receive Him—John and 
James and the other apostles; the Samaritan 


come to Him. Let’s accept the invitation. 
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woman, Zacchaeus, Mary, Martha, and Lazarus; 
the poor demented men of Gadara, the thief on 
the cross, and many, many others. Look again 
in verse 12 and see what John says of them. 

So Christ did not come in vain, for He gave 
them light and life and grace. His life, as John 
and the other Gospel writers recorded it, has 
given light and life and grace to countless oth- 
ers in the generations that have followed. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
317, par. 3. 

Tuink! Are you receiving Christ’s teachings 
or are you among the many who do not receive 
Him? 

Pray to be a receiver of the teachings and 
the grace of our Lord. 


FRIDAY 


GIvE some of the reasons why Jesus left His 
home in heaven and came to live among men, 
as John gives them in his Gospel. 

Wuat important nighttime interview does 
John alone of the Gospel writers tell about? 

Wuat did John say Jesus was “full of’? 

ALTHOUGH Jesus had so much to give, was 
He always well received? 

Review the memory verse. 





Ella Had Peace in Her Heart 
From page 19 


Taking advantage of her father’s ab- 
sence, she attended meetings every week. 
The hunger in her heart began to be sat- 
isfied. She knew she had found what her 
soul was longing for. 

Weeks slipped by, and Ella’s father re- 
turned. He was told of his daughter's at- 
tending the Seventh-day Adventist church 
and, calling her aside, he threatened her 
with death if she ever attended that church 
again. But Ella had found the true church 
and was determined, if need be, to follow 
her Lord to death. 

One day while she was attending a meet- 
ing, her father came into the building 
shouting angry threats and waving a club 
above his head. He grabbed Ella by the 
neck, dragged her from the building, and 
whipped her unmercifully, shouting at her 
and assuring her that she would pay for 
her disobedience with her life. 

Then having beaten her into uncon- 





sciousness, he grabbed her arm and dragged 
her home. 

Ella was not dead. The dear Lord whom 
she served preserved her life, but her par- 
ents were more than ever determined to 
crush this nonsense out of her. Taking a 
rope, they tied her to a tree. Blood ran 
from her wounds, and the sun beat down 
mercilessly, but through it all Ella only 
lifted her heart in silent prayer for strength 
and courage. 

As night wore on, the girl was freed and 
once more threatened with death if she 
should ever attend the Adventist church 
again. 

Did this discourage her? Oh no. The fol- 
lowing Sabbath Ella went right back to 
her usual place in the little mud-and-pole 
church, her face beaming with the love of 
Jesus, peace in her soul. When she re- 
turned home, her father met her at the 
door and beat her over the head, shouting, 
“Get out! Don’t ever dare to come home 
again. You are no longer fit to be called by 
your father’s name. Go, and never return.” 

Homeless, penniless, Ella trudged down 
the path. Where was she to go? What was 
she to do? 

The mission, yes, I'll go to the mission, 
they will give me a home, she thought. 
She lifted her heart in prayer and praise. 

The mission family took her in. Ella 
had a home, a wonderful Father in heaven, 
and peace in her heart. Soon she was led 
into the water of baptism, determined to 
follow her Lord all the way. 

Today Ella, a charming young lady with 
a smile for all, is a happy student at 
Malamulo Mission. She has known persecu- 
tion, she has known heartache, but with the 
love of Jesus in her heart, she has what 
many in the world today do not have. She 
has “that peace which passeth understand- 
ing.” 
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in beautiful natural-color film- 
strips, real life stories from God's 
Holy Word. 


and hoa 


This modern medium of CHILD EVANGE- 
LISM is an excellent added help in creating 
and holding interest in Story Hours, Cottage 
Meetings, Junior MV Meetings, Branch Sab- 
bath Schools, and Vacation Bible Schools. 


This course comes in four complete series of 
13 lessons. Combination of filmstrips and tape 
narrations of any one series (13 filmstrips and 
7 double tapes) $59.50. Printed syllabus fur- 


nished free. 
$59.50 





Audio-Visual Aids 





Elder Dave Olson as he narrates thrilling 
stories of adventure and promise. 


The King’s Heralds quartet as they sing 
beautiful gospel songs at the beginning 
and close of each lesson. 


wile for catalog 
of lists of titles 
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Animals of the Bible, No. 1-By Harry Baerg 
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The Syrisn bear begins fife as a 

brown cub: but lightens in color 

with the years and may be almost ‘ : § 
white in old age. David tells: King papi rag egy smay og 
Saul, in} Samuel 17:34, 35, of how? and fackptes. aad e-derm fax 
he slew a bear that came fo rob his applied to beth. te the story, re, 
flock. fq 2 Kings 2:24 we read- of 

the two she bears that came out of 

the, woods and killed the 42 chil- 

dren who mocked Elisha. 














Wolves, because of their habit of 
coming out only at night, are osu- 
ally referred to in the Scriptures as 
“evening wolves” “| Hab. 1:8). The 
variety found in Palestine is light 
in color, as are most desert ani- 
mats. it preys on flocks and herds. 


but is apparently not dangerous to 
man. 


“Can the Ethiopian change his 
skin, or the leopard his spots?” 
tfer. 13:23), This text refers to. 
the distinctive coat of the leopard. 
in Habakhuk 1:8 the reference is 
to speed, and this may possibly re~ 
fer to the cheetah. which was at 
that time iso thought fo be 
2 leopard. 


The lion is often mentioned in the Bible and 
it was common in Palestine in ancient times 
A tion killed the disobedient prophet. as re- 
corded in | Kings, 13:24. Later, when the 
Assytians brought settlers from other lands 
to live in Samaria, the lions were so numerous 
and killed so many people that the king be- 
came alarmed. He sent a priest back from 
“ gaptivity to teach the people of Samaria the 
Hebrew religion in order to appease the God 
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